The boy, who had not said a word, stared at me in-
sistently

*I shall be very glad to see you again some day,9 said
I, addressing myself to the two of them, but fixing my
eyes on the boy He glanced at his companion, and once
more I caught the quivering of his eyelids

Vahindra got up from the bed on which he was sitting,
and the harsh creak of its springs broke the silence

I looked once more at the boy, noting the rings round
his eyes sooty rings which ate into the creamy skin of his
cheeks I barely remembered that the monk passed him
off as Ungern's son I knew Ungern had died childless
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